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A best friends thing, basically. 


Author's Notes: 
ok |. THIS ISNT BETA\D outch anything could happen beware. 2. oh god dont take this serious. idek what i was 
thinking and i have no idea yet where this is going but i had this idea and needed to get it out and now you 


guys somehow have to deal with it oops. anyway i hope u like it.. 


"lz?" 

a 

"Im so fucking bored" 

"Go through the set list or something. Prepare yourself for the show later. | don't know 
"Im prepared enough" 


"You can never be prepared enough." 


"| can't see you preparing yourself either!" 


"Yeah, but l'm not bored" 


"Hm?" 
Axl muttered something, then shook his head. 


"Nothing." 


Izzy rolled his eyes. "Ax, I'm reading." 


He sighed silently, even after knowing this man for twelve years he still couldn't help himself but wonder what 


exactly was going on inside of Axl's head. 


Anyway. 


"What are you reading?" 
"Uhm. A horror story." 
"Really?" 

"Yeah" 

"Sounds nice." 

"Yeah" 


"Çan | watch you wanking?" 


The question caught Izzy totally off-guard, and he was left gaping and slightly stunned. What? His eyes 
searched for signs on Axl's face that indicated that he was joking, but found none. The singer was serious 
about this. 

" what?" 

Axl hid his face in the pillows on the bed lzzy got up and over to him. 

T 

"ls just - It isnt - | was just thinking about how you'd look when you~" 

"You thought about how | look when |-?" 

"No - fuck - see, | was fucking this chick last week" 

"Okay" 

"And in the middle of me getting her lucky she suddenly started talking about you!" 


"what." 


"She was like, saying you're hot. And asked me if she'd be your type or something. And like, she was suggesting 


you'd look hot when you come." 

Oh." 

"And like, you always look so fucking serious. Like. You know. | kicked her out after we were done but | couldn't 
stop thinking about how you look when you come. Like, do you close your eyes? Do you grin? Do you look like 

you're checking your bank account?" 

"is Steven hiding in the cupboard or something?" 

"What?!" 

"| don't know, is this some kinda joke?" 

"What? Nol", Axl said, looking seriously outraged. "I'm like - This is bothering me, okay?! This fucking bitch put 
this fucking idea in my head and now | can't sleep ‘cause | can't stop thinking about how you look when you 


come-" 


"You can't sleep ‘cause you-" 


"Oh fuck man, that sounds so fucking gay-" 
"It is fucking gay." 


"Fuck you! It isn't! We're friends. As your friend, best friend, may | add, it's perfectly fine for me to know how 


you look when you come. Didn't you ever wonder how | look when | come?" 
"No." 


"Do you wanna know?" 


Izzy couldn't help himself but open his mouth and stare at Axl. This was surreal. This was awkward. What was 
happening. Did Axl /m so totally more straight than you Rose just complain about that he couldn't find sleep 
‘cause he was wondering what Izzy looked like when he got off. What. 


"What?" 
"Do you- Do you wanna know how | look when | come?" 
"why?" 


Axl looked him straight (straight, ha, fucking nothing was straight about this situation) in the eye, as serious as 
he probably actually meant it. 


"As | said. We're best friends. See it as getting to know each other even better than we already do. And as 
helping out your friend. | need. To. Know." 


"Uh" 


Izzy studied Axl carefully. They've known each other for twelve years. They have lost and found each other. 
They managed to get into a band together. They survived the Hell House together. They got fame together. 
They literally knew everything about each other, they had laughed together, raged together, were sad 
together; and somehow Izzy just thought about the one time Axl had to sleep on top of him, on that 
disgustingly dirty couch after not having showered for a week in that crack dealer's house. They'd even lived 
through that together. But wanking together? That was a little too far. Something was kinda off here. Seeing 
Axl working his little Bill would be gay as hell, not to mention awkward. And Axl would see him getting on it as 
well. They would once more do something together, except they'd be naked and probably sweaty - was Axl 
sweaty when he did it? - and they'd look at each other - would they look at each other? Or would Ax have his 


eyes closed? - and hear each other moan - was Axl noisy...? 


Izzy had to stop himself from shaking. Woah. This was so. Fucking. Weird And this was totally not going to 
happen Never. 

"After the show," Izzy said, turning his back to Axl 

"What?" 

"Tonight. After the show. If im not too tired Come to my room 

"Why?" 

"Axl. What were you just talking about?" 

"Oh. Oh! Oh. Okay. Yeah. Uh. | can watch you then?" Axl looked at him surprised 
"That's the plan" 

"Wow. Okay. Okay. l'm gonna come to your room 

"Good" 

"And in your room" 


Izzy rolled his eyes and continued reading. 


"And you're really okay with it?" 

fo 

"Hts not awkward or something?" 

"Its the most awkward thing lm ever gonna experience” 

"But like, i's not gonna change anything. Just getting off. Together. A best friends thing, basically" 


"Hm. 


"Okay. Cool." 


Izzy sighed silently. This friendship was definitely the most exhausting thing he ever got himself into. 


